Warren  Publishing  Co.  Proudly  Presents 
a  Very  Unusual  Offer... 

t  Genuine  Soil  / 

\Dracula  / 
\iCastle/ 


Authentic  Soil 
from  Vlad’s  Castle 
in  Transylvania 


Certificate 
of  Authenticity 


Each  Pendant  is  $17.95  and  conies 
with  a  Certificate  of  Authentication. 
This  is  not  a  gag.  not  a  spoof,  not 
a  gimmick,  not  a  put-on.  The  soil 
in  this  unique  Pendant  actually 
came  from  the  Castle  Dracula,  high 
in  the  Transylvanian  Mountains 
of  Romania— where  Bram  Stoker's 
hero  Jonathan  Harker  discovered 
the  fascinating  and  extraor¬ 
dinary  secrets  of  Count  Dracula 
and  the  mysterious  Vampires. 
Encased  in  clear  plastic,  artis¬ 
tically  secured  on  a  golden  chain 
this  Dust  of  Dracula  can  now  be 
preserved  through  lifetimes  to  come. 
Starting  with  YOU.  Sorry,  orders  are 
limited;  no  more  than  3  to  a  customer. 


DUST  from  DRACULA'S  DOMAIN, 
Actual  Earth  (Guaranteed  Authen¬ 
tic)  from  the  Crumbling  Ruins 
of  the  Legendary  Vlad,  the  Mad 
Monarch  who  generations  ago  ter 
rorized  Transylvanians  and 
inspired  Bram  Stoker  to  create 
the  famous  masterpiece  of  vam¬ 
pirism,  DRACULA.  There  are  3 
billion  people  on  this  planet 
but  only  5,000  can  wear  this 
incredible  creation.  A  striking 
ornamentally-wrought,  beautiful 
piece  of  art  in  itself,  this  fab¬ 
ulous  pendant  is  equally  suitable 
for  the  neck  of  man  or  woman. 


One  Gram  of  Soil 
in  Each  Amulet 


"  A  Fascinating  Memento 
of  the  Greatest  Horror  Story 
ever  told.  Order  Yours  Vow! 


From  the  gold-plated  chain  is  suspended 


a  transparent  miniature  coffin  contain¬ 
ing  one  gram  of  genuine  earth  from  the 
exact  place  where  Vlad(Dracula)once  made 
macabre  history.  No  mystic  powers  are 
claimed  for  this  amulet,  and  yet  — who 
could  fail  to  feel  a  tingle  up  and  down  the 
spine  when  viewing  oneself  in  a  mirror, 
observing  this  rare  soil  lying  close  to  one's 
heart?  What  vampire  lover  could  fail  to 
feel  —  special— as  he  or  she  sees  envy  in 
the  eyes  of  a  fellow  vampirian  not 
fortunate  enough  to  own  one  of  Vlad's 
Pendants?  What  Draculean  disciple  would 
not  know  a  sense  of  supernatural  power 
when  wearing  this  unusual  object? 


EUTHANASIA  6 

Armageddon  had  lasted  all  of  forty 
second  in  January.  By  February, 
those  who  the  bombs  hadn’t  deep- 
fried  had  mutated  into  vegetables! 


OUTPOST  1017  26 

There  I  was ,  minding  my  own  damn 
business,  raping  Suzie,  when  all 
hell  broke  loose,  and  Earth  was 
under  siege  by  invading  aliens! 


LIVE  LARGE  34 

Hondo  was  a  dinosaur  hunter. 
Though  he  reeked  of  ’saur  guts,  he 
could  detect  another  scent  on  the 
wind.  The  tantalyzing  aroma  of  pussy! 
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ARAKNID  S  JEWELS  16 

Boy,  was  Z’zitt  pissed!  All  his 


life  he  d  wanted  to  hunt  Buzuma  on 
Crayola  IV.  But  what  did  he  find 
instead?  Only  limitless  wealth! 


GHITA  OF  ALIZARR  51 

Ghita’s  young  lover  had  used  his 
manhood  to  give  her  pleasure.  Yet, 
all  the  while,  he  plotted  to  impale 
her  with  something  more  deadly! 


Haxtur  did  not  know  where  he  was. 
All  that  he  was  sure  of,  was  that 
this  strange  new  world  was'filled 
with  terrors  that  wished  him  dead! 


1984  MAGAZINE: 

A  EULOGY! 

Regular  readers  of  our  maga¬ 
zine  may  have  noticed  some¬ 
thing  a  little  out  of  the  ordi¬ 
nary  on  this  month’s  cover.  Instead 
of  proudly  displaying  the  title 
1984,  which  has  graced  the  covers 
of  our  first  ten  issues,  we  have  a 
new  logo  and  a  new  title:  1994. 

This  abrupt  ten  year  leap  into  the 
future  was  made  solely  so  that 
readers  might  not  confuse  1984 
the  magazine  with  1984  the  classic 
novel,  penned  by  George  Orwell  in 
1949. 

Like  Mr.  Orwell’s  epic,  1984  the 
magazine  has  prognosticated  upon 
the  dubious  future  of  humankind. 
Unlike  Mr.  Orwell’s  novel,  our 
tales  have  sometimes  depicted 
graphic  sexual  situations  which, 
even  in  this  enlightened  age,  are 
not  wholly  espoused  by  today’s 
freethinking  society. 

While  Mr.  Orwell  passed  on  in 
1950,  his  books  continue  to  be  read 
in  almost  every  English-speaking 
secondary  school.  So  that  we 
might  not  mislead  anyone  into  be¬ 
lieving  that  Mr.  Orwell’s  1984  has 
any  editorial  relationship  with  our 
own  1984  stories,  it  was  decided 
that  nothing  less  than  a  complete 
disassociation  with  the  name/ 
number/date  1984  was  necessary. 

For  that  reason  we  have  adopted 
with  this  issue,  the  new  magazine 
title  1994. 

The  magazine  itself  remains  es¬ 
sentially  unchanged.  We  will,  as  al¬ 
ways,  strive  to  bring  you  the  best 
in  speculative  adult  fiction. We  sin¬ 
cerely  hope  you  will  enjoy  the 
treats  we’ve  prepared  for  you  in 
this  and  future  issues. 

And,  if  you  have  not  yet  had  the 
pleasure  of  reading  George 
Orwell’s  classic  1984,  please  delay 
no  longer.  It  is  a  prophesy  come- 
true  of  mankind  being  swallowed 
by  the  monster  society  he  has  cre¬ 
ated.  It  is  pure  and  simple  genius, 
and  still  a  delight  to  read. 

1984  EDUCATIONAL! 

Warren  Publishing,  I’ve  loved,  ] 
been  scared  to  death,  and  enjoyed  , 
every  story  you’ve  ever  published,  i 
I’ve  even  sent  a  few  of  the  more  ] 
socially  relevant  stories  within  i 
your  magazines  to  some  of  our  pol-  ] 
iticians.  Among  them  were  “The  i 
Harvest”  and  “The  Warhawks.”  i 


that  1984  is  just  another  logical 
step  in  the  creations  of  the  always 
enjoyable  Warren  works. 

NEIL  BARRY 
Lynn,  Mass. 


WHERE  HAVE  ALL 
THE  LEGENDS  GONE? 

I’ve  noticed  a  change  in  1984  since 
its  early  issues. 

In  the  magazine’s  first  year  of 
publication,  it  featured  such 
celestial  comic  art  talent  as  Este¬ 
ban  Maroto,  Wally  Wood,  Richard 
Corben,  and  Luis  Bermejo.  We 
haven’t  seen  Maroto  or  Corben’s 
art  for  months  now.  And  both 
Wood  and  Bermejo  were  phased 
out  after  the  early  issues. 

In  recent  months  you’ve  brought 
in  new  artists  like  Frank  Thorne, 
Vic  Catan  and  Victor  de  la  Fuente. 
Does  this  mean  that  our  old 
favorites  are  gone  forever  and  that 
new  faces  are  taking  over  the 
magazine?  I  sure  hope  not,  ’cause 
’84’s  always  featured  some  of  the 
best  damned  art  in  comics. 

JOEL  TULIA 
Fredonia,  N.Y. 

We’ve  always  prided  ourselves  on 
publishing  the  best  in  comic  art, 
Joel.  Although  the  lineup  will 
change  occasionally,  we  pledge  to 
keep  our  artistic  standards  higher 
than  any  comics  magazine 
published  today.  You  will  continue 
to  see  the  work  of  more  new  con¬ 
tributors  in  the  future.  And  some 
of  the  old  familiar  stars  will  be 
back  with  unsurpassed  visual 
excitement. 

This  issue,  two  new  talents  join 
the  *94  lineup:  Michael  Saenz  and 
E.  R.  Cruz.  Next  issue:  even  more 
surprises! 


THE  TWO  SIDES  OF  A 
CHAUVINISTIC  DELDO! 

There’s  been  an  awful  lot  said 
about  the  Hernia  series  on  1984 ’s 
letters  pages.  Most  of  it  critical. 

It  seems  that  those  who  have 
criticized  Herma  most  were  the 
puritans  who  blush  every  time  a 
little  pink  flesh  is  flashed. 

As  one  of  1984’s  earlier  critics, 
I’ve  found  Herma  to  be  amusing, 
exciting,  and  a  pleasant  break 
from  the  chauvinistic  pap  served 
up  in  many  of  the  other  purported¬ 
ly  “adult”  publications  prolifer¬ 
ating  today,  as  well  as  some  of 
1984’s  own  earlier  anti-feminist 
offerings. 

In  Herma  we  have,  for  once,  an 
intelligent  female  protagonist  who 
has  the  world  by  its  proverbial 
balls.  She’s  out  for  herself,  knows 
how  to  get  what  she  wants,  and 
doesn’t  let  any  overbearing  chau¬ 
vinistic  dingleberry  get  in  her  way. 

Thinking  back  to  earlier  1984 
letters  pages  and  to  some  of  the  ve¬ 
hement  jibes  to  which  Herma’s 
creator  was  subject  at  the  hands  of 
adamant  feminists  who’d  read  his 
earlier  stories,  one  might  think 
that  he  created  Herma  simply  to 
counter  their  charges  that  he  is  a 
chauvinistic  woman-hating  dildo! 

LOUISE  MONTPELIER 
Edgemont,  Arkansas 


1984  CRITICS 
MISSING  ALL  THE  FUN! 

God!  I  really  hate  the  way  1984’s 
readers  keep  dumping  on  the 
creative  talents  behind  the 
magazine. 

In  the  early  issues,  you  had  ada¬ 
mant  feminists  ready  to  crucify 
’84’s  ebullent  editor  because  of  his 
seemingly  anti-feminist  stories. 
Now  days  you  have  everyone  dum¬ 
ping  on  Jim  Stenstrum  because  of 
his  Rex  Havoc  epics. 

Jim  Janes  and  Rich  Margopoulos 
were  railed  mercilessly  over  a  story 
of  questionable  literary  value  in 
1984  #8.  And  how  many  other  ar¬ 
tists  and  writers  have  been  criticiz¬ 
ed,  slandered  and  called  obscene 
names  by  the  ungratful  “fans”  of 
Warren’s  magazines? 

It’s  outright  disgraceful  and 
disgusting.  All  this  pseudo¬ 
intellectual  criticism  and  name¬ 
calling  has  got  to  stop.  It’s  time  we 
showed  some  gratitude  to  the  peo¬ 
ple  who  spend  their  lives  trying  to 
make  our  idle  moments  more  plea¬ 
sant. 

GRACE  SWEET 
Opal,  Wyoming 


JIM  STENSTRUM: 

A  SMUG  HACK? 

I’m  sick  to  death  of  Jim 
Stenstrum’s  cutesie  little  cartoon 
fables.  Every  time  he  writes  for 
1984,  he  employs  this  smugger- 
than-thou,  I-know-more-than-you 
style  that  makes  my  stomach 
chum. 

“Faster  Than  Light”  from  1984 
#1  is  one  example.  His  Rex  Havoc 
series  is  perhaps  the  most  offen¬ 
sive  case  in  point.  And  now,  in 
1984  #10,  we’re  hit  with  his 
“Whatever  Shop,”  the  tritest  piece 
of  pap  Warren  has  ever  published. 

Like  all  of  Stenstrum’s  stories  it 
not  only  offends  my  sensibilities 
by  talking  down  to  me  as  though  I 
were  some  spastic -brained  twit, 
but  little  Jimmykins  tries  to  make 
us  believe  that  he’s  produced  a  uni¬ 
que  piece  of  fiction  when  in  fact 
he’s  done  little  more  than  recycle 
an  ancient  stereotyped  invading 
aliens  plot! 

No  doubt  Stenstrum  sees 
himself  as  god’s  gift  to  the  comics 
media.  Well  I’d  like  to  clue  him. 
His  readers  see  him  as  that  lowest 
form  of  comic  book  hack:  a  smug 
hack,  which  is  by  far  the  worst 
kind.  Stenstrum  doesn’t  entertain 
his  readers.  He  insults  them! 

SHARON  BARROW 
Edina,  Minn. 

“The  Whatever  Shop”  certainly 
had  an  interesting  and  amusing 
premise  for  a  1984  story.  However, 
one  would  have  thought,  given  the 
limitless  freedom  to  do  anything 
(especially  in  the  pages  of  1984), 
that  the  story’s  author,  Jim  Sten¬ 
strum,  could  have  come  up  with 
far  less  trite  “anythings”  than 
worm  coats,  checkered  dinosaurs 
and  machines  that  prevent 
swallows  from  flying  back  to  Cap¬ 
istrano. 

Although  I  was  initially  hooked 
by  the  title  of  the  story,  I  was 
quickly  disappointed  as 
Stenstrum  went  into  his  usual 
“watch  how  cute  I  can  be”  scrip¬ 
ting.  Sad  to  say,  he  reached  the 
epitome  of  cutesie-pie  stupidity 
with  the  story’s  disappointing  con¬ 
clusion.  Swallows  walking  back  to 
Capistrano.  Sheeeeeit! 

This  kind  of  crap  is  just  not  for 

JAMES  HERRON 
Fowlerville,  Mich. 

When  I  opened  the  first  page  of 
1984  #10,1  was  virtually  knocked 
over  by  the  title  of  the  lead  story 
screaming  out  at  me.  “The 
Whatever  Shop!”  “Holy  shit,”  I 
said  to  myself,  “anything  goes? 
This  is  going  to  be  one  wild  ass 
story!”  Needless  to  say,  I  expected 
rampant  sexual  decadence  unlike 
anything  seen  since  the  fall  of  the 
Roman  Empire .  And  what  do  I  get? 
Swallows  walking  to  Capistrano? 
C’mon! 

ROGERSON  MACAY 
Simi,  Calif. 


TIME  AGAIN  FOR 
ANNUAL  ’84  SHAFTING! 


I  just  picked  up  1984  #10  and 
noticed  the  cover  date.  December. 
The  end  of  the  year  issue.  All  rabid 
Warren  fans  know  what  that 
means.  It’s  almost  time  for  the  an¬ 
nual  Warren  Awards  again.  Or,  as 
loyal  1984  readers  have  come  to 
know  it,  the  annual  ’84  shafting! 

1984  magazine,  going  on  its 
third  trend-setting  year,  has  been 
virtually  ignored  in  the  past  two 
Warren  Award  presentations, 
despite  the  fact  that  it  has  con¬ 
stantly  published  the  best  art  and 
more  exciting  stories  than  all  of 
the  other  Warren  magazines  com¬ 
bined. 

I  can  see  the  magazine  not  tak¬ 
ing  major  honors  in  one  or  two 
categories  on  any  given  year.  But 
to  see  its  top  notch  creative  talent 
take  a  back  seat  to  second  string 
hacks  year  sifter  year,  is  more  than 
I  can  stomach.  It’s  a  scenario  that 
reeks  of  foul  play.  I  think  some¬ 
body  owes  your  readers  an  ex¬ 
planation. 

HEBRON  EALING 
Brunswick,  Md. 

The  material  within  1984 
magazine  has  been  intentionally 
omitted  from  the  Warren  Award 
competiton,  Hebron,  because  of  its 
mature  subject  matter.  Although, 
as  you’ve  pointed  out,  many  of  our 
contributors  consistently  produce 
stories,  art  and  cover  paintings  of 
award-winning  stature,  it’s  felt 
that  adult  material  such  as  ours 
should  be  neither  compared  nor 
categorized  with  that  which  has 
been  produced  for  a  younger  au¬ 
dience. 

For  that  reason,  this  issue  of 
1994  does  not  carry  the  annual 
Warren  Awards  ballot  which  can 
be  found  within  our  sister  publica¬ 
tions  CREEPY.  EERIE  and  VAM- 
PIRELLA  this  month. 


DE  LA  FUENTE 
A  COMICS  MESSIAH? 

I  was  so  pleased  when  I  saw  1984 
#10.  Not  only  does  the  magazine 
feature  such  exquisite  senes  as 
Ghita,  Herma  and  The  Starfire 
Saga,  but  now  you’ve  added  that 
greatest  of  European  comics 
heroes  to  your  lineup,  as  well:  Hax- 
tur. 

I  picked  up  my  first  volume  of 
Haxtur  adventures  when  I  was  in 
Spain  two  years  ago.  The  art  was 
so  beautiful,  the  storyline  so 
mature  that  I  wondered  why  no 
one  had  ever  thought  to  import  and 
publish  the  material  in  English  so 
that  American  comic  magazine  en¬ 
thusiasts,  like  the  rest  of  the 
world,  could  see  that  comics  are 
not  just  for  kids. 

In  fact,  European  comics  are 
published  for  adults  .  .  .  not 
children.  And  the  much  maligned 
American  invention  of  comics  is  an 
art  form  in  almost  every  country 
except  our  own  great  U.S.  of  A. 

Maybe  with  the  advent  of  more 
series  like  Haxtur,  Americans  will 
finally  wake  up  and  see  that  com¬ 
ics  aren’t  just  for  little  people  with 
little  minds! 

TARA  RIVERA 
Bronx,  N.Y. 

At  long  last!  Victor  de  la  Fuente, 
the  grandest,  most  respected  of  ail 
European  comic  artists,  joins 
1984’s  celestial  lineup  of  artistic 
talent.  His  presence  within  your 
magazines  has  been  too  long  in 
coming.  Yet,  now  that  he’s  here  it’s 
like  the  second  coming,  casting  a 
dietific  glow  over  the  pages  of 
1984. 

I’m  not  even  upset  that  the  first 
Haxtur  adventure  you’ve  decided 
to  publish  is  one  that  I’ve  already 
read.  Just  seeing  de  la  Fuente’s 
masterful  art  on  this  side  of  the 
Atlantic  is  cause  for  jubilation. 

I  have  noticed,  however,  that  the 
storyline  has  undergone  some  sub¬ 
tle  changes  in  the  translation  from 
French  to  English.  In  keeping  with 
the  slam,  bang  pow  pace  of 
American  comics,  there  seems  to 
be  much  stronger  verbal  power 
within  the  English  dialogue  and 
captions.  This  isn’t  a  complaint, 
mind  you,  simply  an  observation.  I 
guess  your  editors  feel  that  the 
slower  pace  and  the  more  cerebral 
approach  of  European  comics  is  a 
little  over  the  head  of  even  1984’s 
supposedly  adult  readers.  Perhaps 
it  is.  Nonetheless,  Haxtur  in  any 
language  is  a  rare  treat  to  be 
savored. 

MICHELE  BERRIEN 
Uniontown,  Pa. 

1984  magazine  is  really  a  unique 
reading  experience.  Nowhere  else 
can  you  get  such  exciting  comic 
art  and  such  truly  ingenious  story¬ 
lines. 

RONALD  JACOBS 
Gypsum,  Colo. 

Letters  continued  on  page  26. 

5 


Mercy-killing!  That’s  what  Chevy  called  it.  We  were  just  going 
to  put  a  suffering  animal  out  of  its  misery. 

In  this  case,  the  animal  just  happened  to  be  the  meagre  re¬ 
mains  of  the  whole  friggin’  human  race! 


So  when  springtime  bloomed 
with  April,  Chev  and  I  decided 
that  nothing  less  than  all-out 
genocide  was  warranted. 


>  'f! 

/2k 

There  she  is, 

x/  m’mai 

1.  Washington,  D.C., 

m 

'cT  one-time  breeding  ground  for 

V  the  warmongers,  degenerates  and 
^money-grabbing  sadists  who  made 

Before  the  bombs  blew  away  our  livlihood, 
Chevy  and  I  worked  in  the  Army’s  Cold 
Springs,  Colorado  Biowar  Arsenal  devising 
new  and  more  efficient  ways  of  doing 
humanity  in! 


We  created  mutant  bugs  and  virulent 
gases  which  the  Army  claimed  it  would 
never  use!  We  had  more  than  twelve  hun¬ 
dred  diseases  and  six  hundred  inhalants 
which  could  kill  or  incapacitate  a  man!  I 


Officially,  of  course,  not  one  of  these  Biowar  agents  existed. 
The  Geneva  Convention  outlawed  them  even,  before  WWII. 
But  that  didn’t  stop  Uncle  Sam’s  khaki-clad  warriors  from 
stockpiling  them  in  Euthanasia  Valley,  as  our  arsenal  was 


Back  in  January  when  the  bombs  went  off, 
Chev  and  I  and  a  hundred  or  so  other  Army 
troglodytes  who  toiled  in  the  Biowar  salt¬ 
mines,  figured  we  were  relatively  safe 
from  the  bombs  and  radiation.  The  com¬ 
plex  was  steel  and  concrete  reinforced,  and 
buried  a  mile  underground  to  prevent  any 
conceivable  biological  or  chemical  “acci¬ 
dent!” 


That  didn  t  prevent  the  nuclear 
shockwaves,  however,  from 
splitting  open  a  handful  of  the 
older  CB  canisters  stockpiled 
there!  Myriad  bugs  and  gasses 
were  unleashed  throughout  the 
arsenal,  and  within  twenty-four 
hours,  all  but  Chev  and  I  were 


^  Alar  ~v 

We  were  loading  the  Biolab  with  the 
canisters  of  the  most  toxic  gasses 
attacked  for  the  first  time  by  a  legic 

i- 

With  all  that  shit  floating 
through  the  air,  they  II 
should  have  been  strum-  II 
ming  harps  at  the  pearly 
gates.  Chev  and  I  just 
helped  them  to  find  ever- 
lasting  peace  .  .  .  saving 
our  own  skins  in  the  pro- 


Heavily  armored  and 
hermetically  sealed,  it 
prevented  viruses,  gases 
and  even  radiation  from 
slipping  in  and  eating 
away  at  our  vitals. 


We  escaped  only 
because  we  had  the 
good  fortune  to  be 
working  within  the 
mobile  Biolab  at  the 
onset  of  Armageddon. 


After  that,  we  set 
charges  and  blew  the  ar¬ 
senal  sky  high!  It  was  a 
glorious,  kaleidoscopic 
display  of  fireworks  be¬ 
fitting  the  end  of  all  man¬ 
kind. 


But  after  we’d  seen 
what  the  biological 
contamination  had 
done  to  our  friends 
and  co-workers,  not 
to  mention  what  the 
bombs  above  had 
.  done  to  our  families 
and  loved  ones,  Chev 
and  I  just  didn’t 
much  care  what 
happened  to  us. 


Viruses,  gasses,  radiation,  biological  and 
chemical  agents  toxic  enough  to  kill  every 
living  creature  on  the  face  of  the  earth  a 
dozen  times  over,  were  released  into  the 
atmosphere  in  a  mammoth  multi-colored 
cloud  that  was,  the  last  time  we  saw  it, 
drifting  due  west  and  killing  everything 
in  its  wake! 


Chev  and  I  decided  to 
our  cloud  with  a  little  < 
letting  of  c 


It  was  then  that  we 
decided  to  finish 
what  the  boys  in  the 


Insidious?  Sadistic?  Inhuman?  We  didn’t 
think  so.  We  were  just  pulling  the  plug  on 
a  terminally  comatose  patient .  .  .  putting 
a  suffering  animal  out  of  its  misery!  The 
human  race  was  already  dead.  We  were 
just  attending  to  the  burial! 


^  But,  Chev! 

Who  could  have 
known?  Who  coul 
Jiave  prepared? 


So  they  whittled^ 
f  down  the  population, 
and  probably  dug  a  nic 
hole  for  themselves  tc 
safely  hide  out  in, 
\  until  the  world 
X^healed  itself!^* 


S  Think  about  \  > 
f  it  man!  How  could  X 
they  have  survived  ' 
unless  .  .  .  unless  they 
knew  the  war  was 
coming!  Unless  they  , 
V  were  prepared  ' 
X  for  it! 


rWho  started  this 

friggin’  war,  Mickey?  Who 
pusned  the  first  goddamned  button? 

The  generals!  The  politicians!  Big 
business,  man!  They  knew!  They  all 
knew  that  none  of  us  had  a  chance  , 
k  with  twenty  billion  mouths  crying  / 
out  for  basic  human  needs!  Ij-'S 


Then,  when 'they  were 
. quite  certain  that  no 
one  was  alive  within 
the  vehicle,  the 
observers  cautiously 
moved  towards  it,  to 
investigate  the  strange 
tank  like  object. 


One  b>  one,  each  entered  the  Biolab 
They ,  saw,  but  could  not  figure  out 
why  the  rotted, .  dripping.  puss-cov¬ 
ered  skull  of  the  driver  Seemed  to  be 

smiling. 


By  the  time  they  did  discover  the  doz¬ 
en  CB  canisters  which  Chevy  had  de¬ 
liberately  shattered  before  he  died,  it 
was  much  too  late  to  do  anything 


The  dozen-odd  toxic  germs  and 
gasses  had  worked  their  way 
well  into  their  rapidly-disinte¬ 
grating  systems  .  .  .  !  , 


jme  kind  of 
mutated 


Senators,  congressmen,  generals,  one  current  and  two 
ast  presidents,  as  well  as  over  a  hundred  of  the  richest, 
most  influential  representatives  of  big  business  were 
present.  Not  one  of  them  could  contain  their  curiosity. 
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It’ll  make 

f  an  excellent  conversation  ^ 
piece!  And  look  at  that  snout! 
It’ll  hold  pens  and  paperclips 
V  and  all  kinds  of  wondrous  A 
paraphernalia!  , 


'  Hot  Kromnuts! 
What  a  beaut!  I 
can’t  wait  to  get  i 
stuffed  and  made  ii 
a  love  seat! 


— f  There’s  v — 

too  many  to 
mercilessly  slaugh¬ 
ter!  If  they’re  not 
"I  friendly,  I’ve  bit 
Vthe  big  one!/ 


It  was  just  a  short  jaunt  to  the 
backwards  lizoid  village,  which 
was  nestled  serenely  under  the 
shadow  of  ghastly  purple  moun¬ 
tain  peaks.  Z’zitt,  at  last  over¬ 
coming  some  of  his  boundless 
panic,  finally  remembered  his 
belt-translater  and  nervously 


But  suddenly,  the  little  bug- balled  baggers  dreams 
began  curdling  like  sour  jizzum  as  a  horde  of  scaly 
green- skin  brutes  appeared  on  the  horizon.  .  .! 


Uh-oh!  My  travel  \ 
agent  didn’t  say  s 
anything  about  rest¬ 
less  natives  on  this 
world!  Hope  they’re^ 
Rl  not  cannibals!  i — 


NEW  FULL  COLOR  ART 
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TOMORROW  AND  BEYOND  This  is  with¬ 
out  doubt  the  definitive  collection  of 
science  fiction  art  masterpieces!  158 
pages  of  lavish  full  color  reproductions 
of  all  the  best  paintings  from  the  U.S. 
and  Europe.  Printed  on  quality  stock  in 
a  12”x9”  softcover!  #21364/59.95 


SORCERERS  A  collection  of  fantasy 
art  from  Ariel  Books  which  includes  some 
of  the  best  artists  at  work  in  the  field 
today!  Feast  your  eyes  on  the  work  of 
Bruce  Jones,  Alex  Nino,  Steve  Hickman 
and  more,  ail  in  brilliant  full  color! 
A  12”x9”  softcover!  #21372/$7.95 


tasy  painters.  See  why  his  bare-breasted 
maidens  being  ravished  by  everything  from 
Emperors  to  insects  have  received  acclaim! 
Full  color  11%”xBVz”  softcover!  State  you 
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RAINBOW  GOBLINS 


THE  RAINBOW  GOBLINS  The  year’s 
most  extravagant  and  spectacular  child¬ 
ren’s  book.  An  enchanting  tale  illustra¬ 
ted  with  breathtaking  art  about  seven 
color  eating  goblins  who  want  the  rain¬ 
bow!  A  12”x9%”  softcover  in  brilliant 
breathing  color!  #21399/89.95 


HILDEBRANDT  BROTHERS  Stunning  NECRONOMICON  .  H.R,  Giger!  Once  you 

worlds  of  wonder  and  delight  from  the  bril-  have  seen  this  you  won’t  be  able  to  for- 

liant  young  masters  of  fantasy  art.  You  get  it!  From  the  man  who  gave  you  the 

will  find  showers  of  light,  storms  of  Alien  in  Alien  comes  this  oversize  12"x 

darkness,  dancing  fires,  the  wonderful  14%”  softcover  paperback  in  brilliant, 

world  of  Tolkien  and  more.  A  10V.»”x11”  bizarre  full  color  of  all  his  art.  State 

softcover  in  full  color!  #21368/88.95  you  are  over  18!  #21385/814.95 
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“LITTLE  SPACESHIP 
A  CLASSIC!” 

There’s  a  new  Contributor  in  1984 
#  10  that  I  simply  must  compli¬ 
ment.  Author  John  Ellis  Sech. 

I  just  read  his  story  “The  Little 
Spaceship  That  Could,”  and  have 
found  it  every  bit  as  intelligent  and 
refreshing  as  its  namesake,  the 
children’s  classic  “The  Little 
Engine  That  Could.” 

While  the  two  stories  are  worlds 
apart  conceptually,  both  support 
important  tenets  with  which  to 
live  by. 

Just  as  Watty  Piper  created  the 
seminal  children’s  classic  some 
fifty  years  ago  with  “Engine,”  so 
has  John  Ellis  Sech  created  a 
classic  of  his  own ,  this  one  just  for 
us  big  kids! 

FRANCIS  GEORGE 
Nags  Head,  Tenn. 

If  “The  Little  Spaceship  That 
Could”  is  a  typical  example  of  John 
Ellis  Sech’s  writing  abilities,  I  sin¬ 
cerely  hope  we’ll  be  seeing  much 
more  of  his  work  in  the  future. 

LINDSAY  HAMMOND 
Cottage  Grove,  Wise. 

John  Ellis  is  here  to  stay,  Lindsay. 
He  tries  his  hand  at  a  time¬ 
travelling  adventure  classic  with 
this  issue’s  “Live  Large.” 

1984’S  TINY  TERROR 
STRIKES  AGAIN! 

Why  do  you  do  it?  What  prompts 
your  seemingly-intelligent  editor¬ 
ial  staff  to  buy  Rich  Margo- 
poulos’  illiterate  little  fantasies? 
Does  he  give  such  good  head  that 
you  buy  his  stories  just  to  keep 
him  around?  Is  he  holding  some¬ 
one’s  pet  canary  for  ransom?  Is  he 
a  homicidal  maniac  that  you’re 
just  trying  to  humor? 

There  must  be  some  logical  rea¬ 
son,  cause  I  know  you  guys 
wouldn’t  buy  a  story  like  “The 
Klanks  Are  Coming”  without  un¬ 
due  outside  pressure. 

GEORGE  CHAMBIRENO 
Zuni,  N.M. 

So  the  tiny  terror  of  nonsensical 
nirvana  strikes  again!  Of  whom  do 
I  speak?  Why  Rich  Margopoulos! 

With  “The  Klanks  Are  Coming,” 
his  latest  and  most  forgettable  il- 
literary  masterwork,  he  has  sunk 
to  new  depths  of  hackmanship. 
Like  all  of  his  so-called  “stories” 
for  1984,  “Klanks”  has  no  pur¬ 
pose,  makes  no  sense  whatsoever, 
and  in  fact,  is  not  even  a  complete 
comic  story  but  a  simple  inci¬ 
dent  that  is  neither  entertaining 
nor  amusing. 

Why  are  tne  ramblings  of  this 
rabid  mental  slug  allowed  to  prolif¬ 
erate  in  such  an  otherwise  ex¬ 
cellent  magazine? 

JOAN  PESCARA 
Middleport,  Ohio 


COMICS  COOL  .  .  .  FOR 
SPASTIC  RETARDS! 


I  take  issue  with  Ronn  Sutton  of 
Ontario,  Canada,  whose  letter  ap¬ 
peared  in  1984  #10.  He  states  that 
comic  book  readers  are  spastics, 
retards,  introverts  and  rejects.  IS 
Sutton  implying  that  merely  col¬ 
lecting  comic  books  turns  people 
into  social  outcasts? 

JOSEPH  R.  WILLIAMS 
Los  Angeles,  Calif. 

I  don’t  know  about  Mr.  Ronn  Sut¬ 
ton,  but  I  for  one  have  always  en¬ 
joyed  comic  books.  I  also  enjoy  a 
psychologically  and  physiologically 
normal  existence  .  .  .  for  a  seem¬ 
ingly  spastic,  retarded,  eunuch 
closet  comic  book  freak. 

DALE  EVANIER 
Spurlock,  Calif. 

VIC  CATAN...  PURE 
AND  SIMPLE  GENIUS! 

I  cannot  rave  enough 
about  the  artwork  in  the  story 
“The  Klanks  Are  Coming,”  from 
1984  #10.  I  don’t  know  who  Vic 
Catan  is  or  where  he  comes  from. 
But  don’t  let  him  go  back  there. 
I’ve  never  seen  such  intricate, 
visually  stimulating  art!  I  hope 
we’ll  be  seeing  many  more  master- 
works  by  Catan  in  future  issues. 

ROSCOE  LANDS 
Uneeda,  W.V. 


You  will  indeed,  Roscoe.  Here’s 
just  a  small  taste  of  that  mesmeric 
Catan  magic  to  come  .  .  . 


'84  ARTISTS,  WRITERS 
IMMATURE  PERVERTS? 

After  perusing  your  magazine,  it 
has  come  to  my  attention  that  the 
words  provocative  and  adult,  when 
employed  as  on  your  cover,  have 
come  to  mean  blatantly  sexual  and 
tastelessly  violent. 

1984,  on  the  whole,  features  lit¬ 
tle  more  than  stories  with  predom¬ 
inantly  nude  women  doing  terribly 
inane  things. 

I  wonder  what  has  prompted 
your  editors  to  believe  that  un¬ 
draped  females  being  forced  or  al¬ 
lowing  themselves  to  be  both  phys¬ 
ically  and  mentally  abused,  is  an 
“adult”  situation? 

Series  such  as  Herma  and  Ghita 
are  insults  to  any  mature  person. 
Only  an  incompletely  developed, 
grossly  warped  point  of  view 
towards  women  could  have  led  to 
the  proliferation  of  the  base  fan¬ 
tasies  found  within  your  maga¬ 
zine.  The  implication  of  such  fan¬ 
tasies,  of  course,  is  that  women 
are  to  be  abused  and  humiliated  by 
both  males  and  females  and 
should  not  only  accept  this  fate, 
but  revel  in  it  as  well! 

Granted,  fantasies  are  little 
more  than  recreation  of  the  imagi¬ 
nation.  But  the  fantasies  displayed 
within  the  pages  of  1984  indicate 
that  there  is  some  sort  of  re¬ 
pressed  desire  on  your  writers’ 
part  to  express  viewpoints  that  de¬ 
grade  women.  I  can  only  wonder 
what  has  led  to  such  twisted 
mores. 

It  goes  without  saying,  of 
course,  that  1984  perpetuates  a 
very  basic  sexist  attitude.  The 
magazine’s  editorial  attitude 
seems  to  be  that  women  are  simply 
sex  objects,  to  be  enjoyed  only 
when  in  compromising  situations 
which  provide  a  maximum  amount 
of  titillation  for  males. 

Certainly  anyone  who  gets  his 
jollies  though  the  sado-maso¬ 
chistic  situations  found  within 
1984  is  lacking  sorely  in  mature 
character  development  But  then, 
that  goes  not  only  for  the  readers 
of  such  a  magazine,  but  for  the 
writers,  artists  and  editorial  staff 
as  well,  doesn’t  it? 

DAVID  E.  BRENNAN,  Ph.D. 

Burlington,  Vt. 

DUMP  ON  WHO? 

These  “Dr.  Wert  ham”  letters  in 
1984,  condemning  the  magazine’s 
use  of  profanity,  nudity  and  sex, 
are  getting  to  be  a  drag. 

It’s  too  bad  that  some  people 
can’t  just  pick  up  a  copy  of  1984, 
admire  the  art,  read  the  stories  and 
really  enjoy  every  page.  That’s  the 
main  purpose  of  the  magazine, 
after  all  .  .  .  enjoyment  and  fun. 
And  I  feel  sorry  for  anybody  who 
can’t  see  that. 

T.  DOUGLAS 
Ontario,  Canada 
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Dear  Diary:  Well,  here  I  am 
again.  Still  web-strapped  to 
the  control  chair!  I  really 
don’t  mind  that  ’post  ten- 
seventeen  is  two  hundred 
meters  in  diameter  .  .  .  with 
half  of  that  going  to  heavy- 
duty  breeder  power  units 
.  .  .  and  the  other  half  for 
sophisticated  computer  de¬ 
tection  gear.  I’m  left,  after 
all,  with  a  spacious  seven 
feet  by  three  feet!  But  am  I 
bitching  about  my  miracu¬ 
lous  transformation  into  a 
human  sardine?  Hell  no! 
I’ve  always  considered  my¬ 
self  the  commander  of  a  fly¬ 
ing  coffin,  anyway! 

I  mean,  this  control  chair 
offers  all  the  comforts  of 
home!  I  eat  here,  sleep 
here,  pee  and  crap  here 
. . .  and  even  use  its  twenty- 
odd  pretzel  positions  to  ex¬ 
ercise  my  constrained  mus¬ 
cles  so  they  don’t  atrophy 
in  zero-gee!  I’d  even  no 
doubt,  be  poundin  my  pud 
here,  ’cept  that  they  neu¬ 
tered  me  with  a  biolaser  be¬ 
fore  lift-off  to  curtail  my 
“rampant  sex  drive!”  Right 
now  my  balls  are  freeze 
dried  in  a  'Itexas  cryo-bak 
where  they’ll  be  surgically 
reattached  at  mission’s 
end!  I  hope  the  boys  at 
Houston  Control  are  tak¬ 
ing  good  care  of  ’em  for  me! 

I’m  actually  not  as  uptight 
as  I  apparently  sound!  I’m 
just  letting  off  steam  the 
same  way  a  reactor  vents 
pressure  before  it  explodes. 
I’ve  been  doing  the  cosmic 
bondage  bit  for  eight 
months,  three  weeks  and 
five  days  .  .  .  with  ten  more 
months  to  go!  But  who’s 
counting  .  .  .  ?  I’m  raking 
in  a  small  fortune  in  Immo¬ 
bile  Service  pay!  In  fact,  I’ll 
lay  odds  I’m  the  highest 
paid  space  eunuch  any¬ 
where! 


I  know  this  goddamn  com¬ 
puter  journal  gets  beamed 
back  to  NASA  for  a  bunch 
of  fart-licking  headshrinks 
to  kick  around!  But  I  don’t 
give  a  flying  fuck  what 
those  cock-grabbing  bull- 
slingers  think!  If  nobody 
likes  the  job  I’m  doing  .  .  . 
tough  titty!  It’ll  take  at 
least  two  months  for  a  star- 
tug  to  recall  me.  So,  screw 
everybody! 

This  is  Major  Henry  D. 
Brawley  of  Outpost  one- 
zero-one-seven  thumbing 
his  nose  at  the  whole  moth¬ 
er  humping  Universe!  Over 


•Author:  RICH  MARGO POULOS/Illustrator:  MIKE  SAENZ 


HaHaHa!  It  may’ve 
sounded  like  I’m  about 
go  void  happy  .  .  .  but 
what’s  a  guy  to  do  for  a 
little  fun  when  he’s 
away  in  a  plastic  closet  for 


If  you  can  only  imagine  those 
crewcut,  headphone-wearing 
NASA  engineers  with  their 
white  shirtsleeves  rolled  up 
their  elbows,  and  those  smug 
pipe-puffing  astro- 
psychologists  decked  out  in 
three  piece  suits  running 
around  scared  shitless  and 
pulling  their  hair  out  by  the 
handfuls  ’cause  they  think 
I’m  about  to  crack  up. 

Visualize  that .  .  .  then 
maybe  you  can  appreciate 
the  sordid  sense  of  humor 
I’ve  cultivated  all  alone  out 


’Course,  back  before  ’04,  they  didn’t  have  any 
of  us  sexless  sentinels  out  here.  It  was  way 
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There’s  dozens  of 
Outpost®  in  sta¬ 
tionary  orbit  just 
outside  the  apogee 
of  Pluto,  all  pro¬ 
viding  a  protective 
barrier  between  us 
and  .  .  .  them! 


If  the  other-worldly  intruders 
even  so  much  as  hint  at  being  the 
slightest  bit  hostile  .  .  .  then  it’s 
my  job  to  open  up  on  them  with 
my  heavy  artillery  just  as  soon 
as  they  show  the  whites  of  their 
big  bug-eyes! 


Of  course,  if  the  aliens  can  travel  faster  than 
light  speed,  they  can  beat  our  early  warning 
signal  back  to  terra  firma,  and  the  whole  Out¬ 
post  mission  is  a  bust ...  to  the  tune  of  twenty- 
seven  trillion  hard-found  big  ones  flushed 
down  the  old  shitter!  But  that’s  life!  What  can  I 
tell  you?! 
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In  utter  desperation, 

I  transmitted  anoth¬ 
er  identification  call 
.  .  .  and  then  a 
warning  threat  with 
Suzie  scrambling 
the  message  into  ba¬ 
sic  universal  mathe¬ 
matic  units.  But 
after  fifteen  min¬ 
utes  of  icy  silence  it  fe., 
was  still  no  go! 


Christ!  The  bastards  were 
literally  forcing  my  hand! 
For  a  split  second  my  mind 
raced  as  it  hastily  juggled 
a  half-dozen  alternatives  in 
dealing  with  the  situation! 
Yet  deep  inside  my  sinking 
gut  I  knew  what  I  had  to 
do! 

I  rammed  a  special  key  in¬ 
to  a  special  slot  on  the  arm 
of  the  control  chair  and 
gave  it  a  sharp  twist,  nine- 


Instantly,  the  word 
“armed,”  flashed  out 
at  me  on  the  ’puter 
screen,  while  an  ar¬ 
ray  of  tiny  lights  on 
the  console  simulta¬ 
neously  winked  from 
icy  blue  to  bright 
cherry  red!  I  rapidly 
flicked  the  proper  se¬ 
quence  of  switches 
and  did  what  any 
sane  Earthling  who 
was  about  to  drop  a 
load  in  his  exo-suit 
would  do! 

I  opened  fire  with 
both  laser 
batteries  .  .  . 


* 


.  .  .  and  let  those  goddamn 
invading  sonuvabitch 
aliens  have  it! 

The  initial  salvos  of  sap¬ 
phire  high-energy  beams 
burned  them  good  .  .  .  rip¬ 
ping  half  their  vessels  into 
so  much  floating  flotsam! 


That  was  my  own  per¬ 
sonal  way  of  letting  them 
know  I  meant  business! 
The  remaining  ships  of 
the  Ceti  armada  instantly 
split  into  two  formations 
.  .  .  and  took  evasive  ac; 
tion  by  tearing  off  in  op¬ 
posite  directions! 


I’ve  got  to  admit  it  was  an  ex¬ 
cellent  escape  ploy  but  Suzie 
was  right  on  top  of  things  and 
auto-stalked  the  first  group 
veering  to  the  left  .  .  . 


I,  meanwhile,  manually  tracked  the 
second  group,  swinging  around  to  the 
ricrht,  with  the  bottomside  lasers.  .  .  ! 


MMl 


I  ordered  Suzie  to  zero  in  on  the 
wreckage  with  her  video-probe. 
And  when  I  saw  it,  suddenly 
everything  clicked  into  bloody 
plaice. 

I  saw  the  pulped  brains,  twisted  in¬ 
testines,  shattered  bones  and  tom 
flesh!  The  aliens  didn’t  have  any 
communication  gear  ...  in  fact, 
they  didn’t  even  have  any  mother- 
fucking  starcraft! 


It  said:  “Humanoid  species  of 
Earth,  we  bear  you  greetings! 
Long  have  we  monitored  your 
transmission  wave-lengths,  we 
deem  your  world  now  ready  to 
unite  in  a  lasting  alliance  of  friend¬ 
ship,  harmony  and  trust.  .  .  !” 


There  was  more  but  I  was  too  sick 
to  listen!  Why  didn't  they  contact 
me?  This  whole  one-sided 
slaughter  could’ve  been  averted! 
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Earth,  before  the  birth  of  man,  was  a 
world  of  primitive  beauty  and  brutality. 
A  planet  ruled  by  giant  hulking 
monsters  known  as  dinosaurs! 


King  among  the  dinosaurs  was  Tyran- 
nosaur.  Invincible  in  battle,  he  feared 
no  living  creature.  Master  of  all  he 
surveyed,  there  was  no  life  form  within 
his  prehistoric  domain  that  could  equal 
his  killing  prowess. 


-■  Move  it,  you  N 
wimps!  Get  those  1 
’saurs  cut  up,  and 
v.  do  it  fast! 


Bunky! 

f  Giet  on  the  horn  x' 
and  tell  the  choppers  they  ] 
yean  pick  the  meat  up  in  J 
\.  twenty  minutes! 


Right, 

Hondo. 


W^rnnk ‘1 

jffiutuzSStJw  W/  H 

Good  show, 

/  Hondo.  You  guys  \ 
really  outdid  yourselves 
this  trip.  The  Secretary 
will  probably  be  sending 
k  down  a  bonus  for  / 
this  load. 


/  This  much 
meat  should 
knock  the  price 
of  hamburger 
way  down 
back  home.  / 


be  in  the  twenty- 
first  century  before 
you  can  skull-fuck 
a  ’saur  corpse!  y 


cotton!  And  m’diek’s 
iryin’  out  t’be  drowned 
in  the  moist  essence  , 
of  a  succulent  / 

/  lovebox ! _ 


id,  you  can  sit 
the  next  hand, 


^  Put  this  thing 
in  gear  and  let’s 
blow  this  dump, 
Bunk-o!  The  party’ 
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The  starship’s  glistening  metal  hull  screams, 
buckles  then  explodes  inwards.  Precious  oxy¬ 
gen  which  is  so  necessary  to  sustain  human 
life,  is  sucked  wholly  into  the  lifeless  black  cold 
of  space.  With  it,  flees  any  chance  of  survival 
for  the  doomed  crew  of  the  S unblaster. 


No  quarter, 
me  buckos!  Kill 
the  Federation  dogs 
before  fate  robs 
you  of  the  J 


Not  a  one  of 

'  them’ll  escape  us,  ' 
Long  John!  We’ll  have 
their  lives  and  the 
k  booty  they’re  A 
carryin’! 


^  They’ll  kill  us  when 
they  find  us,  as  well,  Snuffy 
.  .  but  do  worse  things  to  the 
girl!  If  we  can’t  hold  them  off, 
get  her  into  the  shuttle  and  > 
off  the  ship.  - - <2 


r 

f  They’ll 

W  anybody  or  anything  \  jl 
A  who  gets  in  the  way  of  Jjj 
.  K.  their  looting!  sijiJ} 

\  \\m  \  ~Zm3m 

\  \ < 

First  ol’  P.J’s  gotta 
f  take  care’a  yer  Captain  and 
Spasticman  here!  Once  you  an’  ] 
is  alone  .  .  .  then  I’ll  be  cornin’  . 
V  in  every  moist  orifice  a’yer 
^-^tender  young  skin!^- 


Captain  .  . 
lookout!! 


r  Tbh!  Tisn’t  nice 
t’be  pointing  them  nasty 
l’il  bunblasters  at  ’ol  , 
Jv  P.J.,  little  darlin’I 


y  I  just  wasted  ^ 
a  guard  in  me  holdin’ 
cell  for  doin’  th’very 


'P'  There’s  going  to  be  ~'^8 
a  lot  more  bloodshed  before 1 
this  is  through,  child.  That’s 
.  why  you’re  getting  in  this  > 
^^.shuttleship  now!v<(* 


Doctor!  It’s  gonna 
be  P.J.’s  pleasure 
t'burn  yer  Hippo¬ 
s'  cratic  hide!  > 


Snuffy  .  . 

he  .  .  .  he’ 

bleeding  t 

.  death! 


|^P  As  my  dear  departed’ 

V  mother  used  to  say  .  .  .  beware  of 
spastic  doctors!  They  always  have  a  ti 
or  two  up  their  crutch  .  .  .  like  these  h 
.  medi-lasers  ...  so  convenient  for  tho 
“hurry  up”  lobotomies! 


Leave  me!?  With 


the  ship?  Hell,  I’ll  live  about 
as  long  as  a  dazed  flea  on  a 
*dog  prick!  I’m  going  with  . 

you,  girl!^^^ 


W'  Sounds  like 
r  one  wild-ass  party 
you’ve  got  planned, 
fishdick.  Tbo  bad  I’m 
going  to  have  to 
decline  your  gracious 
k  invitation! 


A  girl! 

Bring  her  to 
me  buckos  and 
ve’ll  all  dip  it  > 
tonight! 


And  a  little 


r  They’re  ^ 

escaping!  Stop 

v  them!  a 


won’t  do  these 
chicken-reamers 
inside  a  helluva 
lot  of  good, 
hfctw  either! 


Stand  back,  Snuffy! 
f  You’re  going  to  need  a  pilot  ' 
trained  in  evasive  combat  flying 
k  to  get  past  those  pirate  J 
fighters  outside!^/ 


The  crippled  doctor  hobbles  hrn 
riedly  into  the  ship  and  the  gii 
bounds  in  after  him  with  a  flurry  o 
deadly  laser  blast  singeing  th 
path  behind  her  ...!-' 


planetoid, 
child!  . 


^  It’ll  take  more  ^ 
than  a  meager  dozen 
of  them  to  find  us 
once  we  reach  that 

planetoid! 


Look  out,  child! 

~  There’s  a  dozen  ships  out 
here  ...  all  waiting  to  shoot 
.down  fleeing  cowards  like^ 
ourselves! 


That  laser  ^ 
'  blast  just  melted 
our  stabilizer! 
There’s  no  way  we 
^can  steer  thi^. 


Hahaha!  You  guys 
'  see  the  little  joybox  inside 
that  shuttleship?  Sheeeit!  I’r 
gonna  get  me  a  piece’a  that 
|s^  ’fore  this  day  is  through! 


There’s  only  one  way  ^ 
to  evade  those  bloodsuckers  and 
ditch  this  ship  safely  .  .  .  !  With 

Emergency  Academy  Maneuver, 
number  one! 


We  .  .  .  we’re 
crippled!  We’ll 
never  get  past 
those  warships! 


Academy!?  The 
Star  Patrol  Academy? 

But  .  .  .  how  could  you  know 
about  that?  s' 


A-a-accelerating!?  ^ 
No,  child!  You’ll  kill  us! 
You  don’t  have  control  of 
the  ship! 


r  The  sphere’s  ~ 
natural  gravitational 
pull  will  suck  us  into 
a  decaying  orbit  .  .  . 


We’re  outdistancing 
rthem!  If  only  we  can  hit  the 
planetoid’s  thin  atmospheric 
.  layer  at  just  the  right  J 
angle 


'  We’re  dead  ^ 
if  we  don’t  try, 
^  Snuffy!  > 


r  .  .  .  and  hopefully 
slow  us  down  enough 
land  safely! 


r  You’re  going 

in  too  fast!  Those 
rocks!  We  .  .  .  we’re  gc 
V.  to  crash!! 


ito  the  strange  red  world  and  skids  along  the 
its  thick  metal  skin,  scarring  the  ethereal 
landscape  .  .  .  ! 


vessel  bellyflops  o 
ripping,  rending, 


And  in 
some  kind  of 
alien  swamp! 


This  muck 
las  a  bottom  I 

can  walk  !  , 


Save  yourself, 


child!  I’ll  never  be  able 
on  crutches! 


bumlucked  castaways 
ask  for? 


Whatever 

f  it  is,  it’s  just  1 
on  the  other  side 
of  this  hill  .  .  . 
coming  from  near 
L  those  rocks  we  A 
splintered! 


"  Good  lord!  ^ 

What’s  that 
ungodly  howl? 


m mm 


Rocks!?  I  don’t  • 
v  think  so,  child.  They  look 
more  like  eggs.  That  creature’s 
eggs.  Our  forced  landing  killed 
it’s  unborn  babies! 


~It  .  .  .  it’s  crying 
Doc!  It’s  one  of  tl 
saddest  sounds  I’ 
jkg.  ever  beard! 


y  We’d  best  1 
find  ourselves 
some  place  to 
hide,  child,  or 
I’ve  a  hunch 
that  creature 
will  be  extract¬ 
ing  cries  like 
Lthat  from  us! 


Oh,  Snuffy 


It .  .  . 
trying 


Starfire  Saga  continues  in  the 


issue  of  1994. 


BY  FRANK  THORNE 


Ghita,  the  royal  mistress,  Thenef  the  sham  wizard  and  Dahib.  halftroll  of  Zephyran.  journeyed  north  from  Alizarr.  Their 
goal,  to  reach  the  caverns  beneath  Mt.  Drome,  and  to  build  an  army  with  which  to  invade  the  fallen  city,  still  lay  before 
them.  On  their  journey,  the  trio  stopped  at  an  inn,  and  found  that  the  occupants  of  the  tavern  had  been  brutally  slain  by 
three  renegade  Trolls  Unable  to  restrain  their  anger,  Ghita  and  her  comrades  battled  with  the  trolls,  killing  the  lizard- 
men.  Through  the  use  of  the  magical  gem,  the  eye  of  Tammuz,  Ghita  then  prepared  to  restore  life  to  the  victims  of  the 
slaughter  .  .  .  thus  gaining  their  undying  allegiance! 


Again  and  again,  Ghita  thrusts  the  gem  into  the  puckered  wounds  of  the  dead.  She  shouts  the  magical  command 
repeatedly  ...  to  no  avail.  The  bodies  remain  inert. 


Thenef  drones  an  ancient  Urdian  incantation.  He  passes  the  gem  over  the  forms  again  and  again.  And  .  .  .  nothing.  In  i 
aspersion,  he  clucks,  pops,  dances,  spins,  shouts  and  hops  on  one  leg.  Still  nothing. 


I’m  a  better 
poet  than 
wizard  .  .  .  anc 
a  better  thief 
than  either. 


Disregarding  a 
command  in  Ghita’s 
army  is  forbidden! 


the  upper 


I  limestone  dome  echoes  with  the  sounds  of  celebration.  A  banquet  of  Azzian  mountain  delicacies  is 
ginmead  for  all.  Dahib,  mellowed  by  the  reunion  with  his  clansmen,  expounds  with  enthusiasm 
upon  the  limitless  virtues  of  his  Goddess. 


That  night,  the  archi 
served,  with  rounds 


We  would  worship  her, 
and  she  will  lead  us  to 
glory  over  the  plains  to 
Alizarr,  where  we  will 


Word  of  Ghita  and  her  army  reaches  Alizarr.  A  messenger  approaches 
Nergon,  the  Trollish  emperor,  as  he  sits  upon  the  throne  of  Khalia. 


The  honking  blasts  are  amplified 
by  the  jagged  ceiling  of  the  cavern. 
The  infernal  melody  resounds 
through  the  underground  cham¬ 
bers,  and  is  answered  by  a  thun¬ 
derous  groan  from  the  far  interior 
of  the  mountain.  An  ominous 
tremor  shakes  the  grottoes  of  the 
Half  trolls.  Silt  and  small  pieces  of 
stoney  icicles  shower  down  upon 
Ghita’s  troops.  Then  .  .  .  Sef 
returns  to  his  lair,  near  the  nesting 
place  of  the  God  of  the  hellish  inner 
regions  of  Drome. 


find  Thenef  weary.  He  seeks  the  i 
fort  of  the  open  night  air.  The  wizard 
must  ponder  his  feelings,  for  his 
thoughts  are  troubled.  Has  Ghita  been 
seeing  Temmen  these  nights.  .  .  ? 


The  lad  is  two  and  twenty  and  a  stout 
rod.  His  pounding  no  doubt,  has 
made  Ghita  less  desirous  of  old  pork. 
She  has  been  cool  to  Thenef  of  late. 
The  cave  living  and  war  games  must 
leave  her  disinclined.  But  she  seems 
ready  enough  to  service  a  young 
stallion. 


Even  as  Thenef  broods,  the  furtive 
form  of  Temmen  passes  on  the  path 
below  him.  “Tammuz,”  the  old  vr'~ 
ard  whispers,  “thank  you!  I’ll  sc 
know  if  tiie  stallion  is  meeting  with 
Ghita.  He  be  sneaking  along  like  his 
jungs  are  in  need  of  a  1 - ’ —  ” 


E 


On  his  way  to  Ghita's  antechamber,  Thenef  begins  to  feel  less  triumphant  in  his  discovery  of 
Temmen’s  treachery.  What  if  Ghita  disbelieves  his  story?  He  will  be  cast  as  a  jealous  fool, 
and  a  teller  of  tall  tales.  He  must  choose  his  words  well!  But  alas,  he  does  not:  His  inner  feel¬ 
ings  toward  her,  and  his  thinly -veiled  hatred  of  Temmen,  weaken  his  testimony. 


so,  Ghita  and  her  ragtag  ar¬ 
my  must  attack.  But  not 
before  the  goddess  does 
battle  with  Drill,  the 
mighty  God  of  the  caverns. 


sjc ^  i 
\ 

# 

W  /  .  ■>  ^ 

,^|  ?** 

>7S*»**™ 

m 

’ '  j9&Jf|W 

JaErf* 

gj^llj^sl 

J&jitag  { J 

3 

I^ta^»- 

, 

.* 

mi 

r  * 

tern 

^jg^yntyyW 

iyjX^//  tt  " 

m  '4 1 

it  v  f^gTv^  wjP^n^ 

ISAAC 

tStMOV 


B00K«T 


THE  FANTASTIC  ART  OF  FRANK 


Fabulous  Frazetta!  Can  there  be  any  doubt 
any  longer  that  the  Michelangelo  of  Brook¬ 
lyn  is  the  best  fantasy  painter  in  America 
today?  These  three  11”x9”art  books  chron- 
olog  his  career  with  30  different  full  color 
paintings  in  each  book  plus  innumerable 
B&W  drawings!  These  high  quality  soft- 
covers  do  not  repeat  each  other  in  content, 
beautifully  produced  &  a  collectors  dream  ! 


Tomorrow  &  beyond 
Is  packed  Into  this 
12”x9”,  158  page, 
full  color  paperback 
book.  Every  major 
SF  and  fantasy  artist 


I  nlques!#21 337/J7.95 


1  FRAZETTA 


FRAZETTA  III 
#21 290/87.95 


FRAZETTA  II 
#21251/87.95 


FRAZETTA  I 
#21201/87.95 
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Ariel  books  of  fantasy  are  among  the  most  su¬ 
perb  periodicals  of  fantasy  available  today! 
Among  the  award  winning  authors  present 
are  Harlan  Ellison,  Bruce  Jones,  and  Ray 
Bradbury.  Among  the  award  winning  artists 
present  are  Corben,  Frazetta,  Don  Maitz  & 
many  more.  High  quality  9”x12”  softcover 
full  of  color  paintings,  stories,  B&W  illus- 

ARIEL  II 

j  #21255/86.95 

ARIEL  III 
#21316/86.95 

ARIEL  IV 
#21329/87.95 

trations  and  poems!  Sought  by  collectors! 
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To  order  any  of  these  items,  please  see  last  page  of  this  magazine 
for  convenient  RUSH  ORDER  FORM. 


I  1984  #1  $4.00  1984  #2  $3.00  1984  #3  $3.00  1984  #5  $2.00  1984  #6  $2.00  1984  #7  $2.00 


■  Enclosed  is:  $  _ for: 

_ copies  of  1984  #1  copies  of  1984  #6 

|  _ copies  of  1984  #2  copies  of  1984  #7 

- copies  of  1984  #3  copies  of  1984  #8 

_ copies  of  1984  #5  copies  of  1984  #9 

_ copies  of  1984  #10 


1984  #8  $2.00  1984  #9  $2.25  1984  #10  $2.25  j 

1984,  the  hottest  selling  magazine  of  the  J 
decade  is  now  10  issues  old!  Complete  a  I 
collection  of  the  best  comic  art  and  stories  I 
available  anywhere  in  the  world  today!  I 
Each  issue  is  a  collector’s  dream!  So  don’t  | 
miss  a  single  awesome  issue  and  subscribe!  | 


CAPTAIN  COMPANY  RUSH  ORDER  FORM 

CAPTAIN  COMPANY  P.  O.  Box  430,  Murray  Hill  Station,  New  York,  N.Y.  10016 
PLEASE  PRINT  CLEARLY  IN  BLOCK  LETTERS  TO  M  l  1:1 !  HTffTTT— 


TOTAL  We  pay  postage  and  handling 

*******$  charges  on  back-issue  Warren 

_  magazines  ordered  in  U.S.A. 


Orders  outside  U.S. 
additional  $2.50 


PLEASE  USE  A  SEPARATE  SHEET  OF  PAPER  IF  YOU  RUN  OUT  OF  SPACE  ON  THIS  COUPON 

IMPORTANT!  CHECK  HERE  IF  YOU  ARE  ORDERING  HOME  MOVIE  FILMS:  □  REGULAR  8 
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New  Warrior's  BattIe  Jacket 

For  Excmwq  acIventures  From  Ths  disco 

to  tNe  outer  UmIts  of  space! 


WARRIOR'S  BATTLEJACKET  Superdaluxe  space  jacket 
el  some  of  your  favorite  T,V,  characters  to  a  ruggedly  con¬ 
structed  light  olive  brown  denim.  Its  unique  styling  and  its 
100%  cotton  denim  durability  make  this  the  perfect  family 
jacket  for  anywhere  wear.  Whether  it's  from  the  baseball 
game  to  the  disco,  or  h  orn  the  backyard  to  you.  own  space 
fantasy,  this  jacket  will  get  you  there  warmly  and  in  style! 
Machine  washable  and  dryabie,  comes  with  special  patch, 
emblem,  2  insignia  pins,  care  and  handling  information  and 


tour  unique  wasps  ts  on  w«ws  *  m  ««■' 

unique  look  of  your  favorite  television  heroes* 


A,  Children's  sites  4, S,$  and  iX 
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B,  Children’s  sites  7,8.te,mi4,1B,taand  !»_M#aOQf*».88 
e.  Women's  sites  small,  medium  and  large  „  jMMUtSMS 
0  Men's  sites  small,  medium,  large  and 
extra  large _ 
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